The Hiflory of 

Ran fearcfully among the trembling reedes’’ 

And hid his crifpe-headin the hollow banke. 

Blond Rained with thefe valiant combatants, 

Neuer did bareand rotten policy 

Colour her working with fuch deadly wounds. 

Nor neuer could the noble Mortimer 
Recciuefo many, and all willingly. 

Then letnot him be flandered with reuolt. 

Ktng. Thou doll bely him Percy, thou doft bely him. 

He neuer did encounter with Glendower, 

I tell thee, he durft as well haue met the diudl alone, 
AsOwen Glendower for an enemy. 

Art thou not alham’d, but firra.henceforth 
Let me not heare you fpeake of Mortimer, 

Send me you r prifoners with th,e fpeedieft mcancs,' 

Or yon lhall hearej in fuch a kinde from me. 

As will difpleafc you.My Lord Northumberland, 

We licence your departure withyour Ipnne, 

Send vs your p rifoners,or you will heareofit, tixitKkg. 

Hot. And if the diu ell come and roare for them, 

I^will not fend them;! will after ftraight 
And tell him fo,for I will cafe my heart. 

Albeit I make a hazard ofmy head. 

Nor , What:drunke with cholcr?ftay and paufe a while. 
Here comes your vncle. Enter Wor, 

Hot. Speake of Mortimer, 

Zounds I will fpeake of him,andlet my foule. 

Want mercy, if I do not ipyne with him; 

Yea, on his part, lie empty all thefe vaines. 

And Ihead my dcarebloud,drop by drop in the duff 
But I will lift the down trod Mortimer, 

As high in the ay re as this vnth an kf ullking. 

As this ingrate and cankred Bullingbrooke. 

Nor, Brother the King hath made your Nephew' mad. 

Wot, Who ftrooke this heate vp after I w r as gone? 

Hot .' He will forfooth haue all my prifoners. 

And when I vrg’d the ranfome once againe 
Of my viaes brother, then his cheeke lookt pale. 


And 
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Hettry the fourth. 

And on my face he turnd an eye of death,' 

Trembling cuen at the name of Mortimer, 

Wor. I cannot blame him, was not he proclaimd 
By Richard that dead is , thenextofbloud? 

North. He was, I heard the proclamation: 

And then it was,when the vnhappy King, 

( Whole wrongs in vs God pardon) did fet forth 
Vpon his Irilh expedition; 
prom whence he intercepted, did returne 
To be depos’d, and fhortly murdered. 

Wor, And for whofe death, we in the W orlds wide mouth 
Liue fcandeliz’d and fouly fpoken off. 

Hot. But foftl pray you,didKingRichard then 


Heire tothecrowne*. 

North He did,my felfe did heare it. 

Hot, Nay then I cannot blame his coofinKing, 
That wiflit him on the barren mountaines ftaruc. 
But lhall it be that you that fet the cro wne 
Vpo n the h ead of this forgetfull man. 

And for his lake weare the dcteftedfcHot 
Ofmurthcrous fubornation? lhall it be 
That yeu a world ®f cur fesvndergo. 

Being the agentcs.or bale fecond meanes, 
Thccordes,thc ladder, or the hangman rather? 

O pardon me,thatl defeend fo low, 

To Ihew the line and thepredicament. 

Wherein you range vnder this fubtil King , 

Shall it for lhame be fpeken in thefe dayes, 
Orhllvpcroniclesin time to come, 

Thatmen of your nobility and power- 
Did gage them both in an vnru llbehalfe, 

(As both ofyou God pardon itjhaue don) 

To putdowncRichara that fweet lonely Rofe, 

And Plant this thorne,this canker Bullingbrooke? 
And lhall itin more lhamebe further fpoken, 

That you arefoofd,difcarded, and fhooke off 
By him, for w hem thefe lhames ye vuderwent? 


